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S THE FINING.

A CHRISTMAS STORY.

The young.man went up the stairs
at a brisk pace. He paused a mo-
ment at A& door on which wWas the
sign “Employment office.” Then he
turned the knob and entered.

It was a large, clean room with a
row of benches against a side wall,
and on these benches a number of
women and girls were sitting, On a
bench at the other sitde of the room
a half dozen muon patiently waited,

The young man gianced around as
he entéered, and the persons on the
benchea looked up quickly and con-
tinued to stare at him,

He crossed the room to & high
dosk In a corner by oue of the big
windows,

A stout man was standing by the
desk making entries in a book. He
looked up and suddenly smiled and
put out his big hand.

“Vy, Misder OGreer!" he sald,
“Spoch a bleasure! Here, sit down,
blease. How lss father?”

“Father s quite well,” replied
the smiling young man, ‘How are
you and how is Mrs. Zinner?"

“] am fine and Mrs, Zinner Is
werry crately imbroved,” replled the
stout man. “De rheumaiisms Iss
pooty much oud of her sysdems.
You rememper how helpless ghe vas?
Vell, she iss actually down town at
dis werry moment doing some
{Christmasings."”

“Good,” sald the young maAD.
“Give her my best regards'' He
looked across at the walting men on
the bench, “Has Hollinger been
here this morning?"

The proprietor shook his head.

“No,” he replied. *I havn't seen
Chimmie for a long time, In some
troubles again, eh?"

“Yes. He took the car out last
night and got into difficulties up on
the avenue. I warned him what
would happen if he went on another
joy ride.”

“Then he iss discharged?"

“Yes."

“De poy iss crazy to lose such a
goot place. 1 am de most sorry for
his poor old mother. Chimmie takes
care of her, you know, und she iss
quite blind. Und it will be hard for
Chimmle to get annoder goot place
ven he can't haf no recommendation-
ings from you. It iss too bad.”

The young man stirred uneasily.

“Do you think he will come to
you?'" he asked.

“Sure he vill, I haf known him

alvays since he vas a shmall poy.
He vill come straight here.”
“When he comes, Zinner,"” sald

the young man, “‘tell him I'd like to
have another talk with him."

“Fine!” erled the stout man, *‘Dot
means you vill gif him anodder
trial.”! He put out his hand. “‘You

ton't change at all mit de years,
Misder Greer — und I couldn't say
nothing finer,"

“Thank you,"” laughed the young

man. By the way, my sister Is
bere."”

The broad face beamed with
pleasure.

“Fine!" its owner cried again.
“Mrs, Zinner vill be so bleased. Vill
your sister stay long?"

“About a month, My brother-in-
law and the boy have gone with my
father to Los Angeles, so that Lillian

and I will spend our Christmas
quietly together."

“Afn't dot mice!" sald the stout
man, heartily, “By chings Misder

Greer, it is werry bleasant to haf you
come in here recalling oldt times, I
never vorked in sooch & goot blace
as your family—und Maria thinks
eggsackly de same. Vat iss de npme
of your sister’s little poy?"

“They call him Dupham."

“Fine again!" cried the stout
man, "I hope he Iss llke de odder
Dunbam, Chiminy, but 1 vould like
to see him und your sister!"

The young mar laughed.

"The next time Lillian and 1 come
this way, old friend, we will climb
your stairs."

The stout man gave u, little gasp.

“Vill you? BSuch a habbiniss!
Blease ton't forget it."

“I'll keep it in mind," laughed the
young man, He looked around the
room, Then he lowered his volce,
“It's a pity,” he said, “that so many
people are out of work just at thig
time of year." ]
# “It aln't near so many as usual,”
the _gt:out'_man replied. “Dere Iss al-
vays a crate falling off in Christmas
weelk, Mose of dese beoples are valt-
Ing to be called for, Dere are not
more den half a do#en new abbli-
cants,” He paused and teuched his
caller's arm. *“Do you see de young

girl at de end of de bench ofer
dere? De vun dot iss looking
down?"

:‘Yes." the young man replied.
‘It's & pooty sad case,” sald the

stout man. “She seems like a
werry nlce girl, vell educated und
mit goot clothes und nice manners,
She has run avay from home und
come to de city, und now her money
iss almost all gone und she iss try-
ing to find someting to do, someting
dot vill keep her off de streets. Dere
iss a goot home vaiting for de girl
someveres, no doubt, but she 18s too
proud to ask to be taken back, Und
she can't do notting to earn some
moneys. She hasn't peen taught to
be useful, und it isn't easy to find a
place for her. Und you see she iss
much too pretty. I1'm sorry for
poor girl,"”

+The young man nodded.

“Will you let me talk to h
pner?'" he asked,

The stout man quickly cro

room and spoke to the girl. She
followed him baock to the desk and
stood there facing the young man.
She was a girl of eighteen per
haps., & pretty girl whose prettiness
was marred by ber inflamed eyes—
red with erying. But she looked at
tie young man bravely, although her
lip quiversad.
“I understand,” he sald, “that
you are looking for employment?’
The girl bent her head,
“You are a stranger In the clty?”
“Yen'
“And have no references?"”
“No." 24
“IWhat is your name?"
“Clara Druce."
The young man paused
glanced at the proprietor.
“Where no references are offered
it is only fair that the applicant for
employment should give the address
of the father or guardian,”
The girl drew wack.
“I would rather not do that)”
she murmured.
The proprietor hastily spoke up.
“De gentleman lss quite right,”
he sald. “It iss & gustomary for-
malidy."

The girl hesitated.

“There are reasons why I would
prefer not to tell,'" she murmured.

“Of course these reasons have no
interest to me,” the young man per-
sisted. *'I do not ask you to reveal
them. 1 simply request you to carry
out what Mr. Zinner here calls &
customary formality."”

The tears stood in the girl's eyes.

“My father is Richard Druce of
Weyhbourne,” she answered In a low
voice,

“Of Weybourne in this state?"

“Yes."

The young man arose.

“[xcuse me a moment while I
call up the party to whom I expect
to send you,” he said and crossed the
room to the telephone cabinet.

“] want to say to you chust
now,” remarked the proprietor to
the girl, "dot you are in crate goot
luck if you get into de householdt in
vich dis young man iss inderestet. 1
know vot I am talking apout, pe-
cause I worked dere sefen years—
und so dit my vife. You are going
to be werry safe ven you get In
dere."”

The young man came back. He
nodded pleasantly.

“It §s all right,”” he sald. “The
lady I represent in this matter is my
sister. Here is a card with the ad-
dress, And here Is car fare. Do
you think you can find the place?"

The girl quickly glanced at the
card,

“0Oh, yes, yes,” she
“Thank you, thank you."”

The young man smilingly nodded.

“And your belongings, your bag-
gage? Where can I send for that?"

“] have no baggage,'’ she an-
swered, “I-I had to sell it."

“Retter go to the house at once,”
sald the young man, ‘“‘My sister ex-
pects you. Goodby Zinner. Don't
forget to give my regards to Maria.
A merry Christmas to you both."”

As he turned away a tall young
man entered the door.

They faced each other.

“Hollinger,” said Dunham Greer
gravely. *“'1 have left a message for
you with our friend Zinner and he
has something else to say to you."

and

murmured,

wlill be met.”

He whistled lightly as he gave
this message to the clerk and the
latter looked up with & quick smile.

“You seem to be getting in tune
for Christmas all right,”" he said,

Dunham laughed.

“You have digscovered my secret,”
he answered. “The same to you."

And he went away whistling
louder. ’ L B >

L] L [ ] . . L .

The heavy up state express rolled
into the great stacion. The hurry-
ing passengers alighted and quickly
pussed into the ncisy street, One gf

P et - L "
them moyed mgre glowly Than ‘the
others, Presdfitly he halted and
lm%gd_ Eruuud an.lously.

e was a4 dignifled and serlous
tu n _{:Iigllnvd to stoutuness, and his
alr and mustache wéie white,

Then a young man came toward
him,

“Pardon me,"” sald the youpg
man, ‘1 am here to meet Mr, Rich-
ard Druce?’ -

“Judge Richard Druce,’ said the
strangeéf, “He threw a troubled and
guspici.us glare at the young man,
“I received a telegram,” he began,

“Signed by Dunuam Greer,"” inter-
rupted the young man, I am the
sender,"

The stranger's facé Bushed. His
lips trembled,

“Where is my daughter?” he de-
manded.

“l am Mere to take you to fer”
replled Dunham, *'This way.”

The stranger followed. An  en-
closed automobile was drawn up at

« the curb, Dunh#m Greeér opened the

Idoor for the stout man,
., "“Take twenty minputes to reach
home, Holllnger," he sald to the
chauffeur,

The stranger turned to Dupbam
almost flercely.

“Is my daughter well?"

“Yes."

“Why—why wasn't she hére fo
meet me?'

“Hhe doesn't know that you are
coming."

The stranger gave a little start.
“Didn't she send for me?'
“No.tt

The man shrank back
ham's reply.

“Perhaps,” he hoarsely murmured,
“‘she is ashamed to face mel"

“No,”” Dunham answered. “She
has no reason to feel ashamed. But
she {8 proud—foolishly proud. Per
haps you know where she securad
this trait. She has been poor and
for a time she was friendless, but
ghe has had no thought of asking
your help.”

There was a brief silence.

“This Is a bitter thing that you
tell me,” sald the old man slowly.
“‘How can 1 ever forgive her for the
paln she has caused me—for the dis-
grace she has brought to our hon-

at Dune

| ored name?"

“Walt,” sald the young man.
“Disgrace {8 a harsh term. She left
her home, it is true, but that
gearcely deserves to be called a dis-
graceful actlon.”

The stranger straightened up.
“Do you presume o instruct me?"
he demanded.

“Do you desire to see your daugh-
ter?” Dunham asked.

“Yes, yes."

The harsh volce softened, the
proud head drooped.

“I have something to say to you,"
the younger man remarked. “I ask
you to listen quietly. My sister has
heard what your daughter has to
tell. My sister, I think, is the only
woman who has spoken kindly to
her since she left home."

“*Go on,” sald the old man.

“'My sister told me what your
daughter said. Will you hear it?"
“Go on,” sald the old man,

“She is a proud young girl and
you often hurt her feelings by treat-
ing her as you would a child. In
your effort to keep her safe and un.
contaminated you were too strict
with her. You drove away the young
people of her age. You restricted
her hours of leisure, you restricted
her reading, you falled to apprecl
ate the fact that she |s a Woman
grown and that she would naturally
regard your well meant care as un-
just and intolerant. She is proud
and she rebelled. You curtailed her
most innocent pleasures and when
she agked you ‘Why?' you silenced
her with a harsh reproof. A woman
would have understood the girl, but
she I8 motherless."

He paused and looked around at
the old man.

“Go on."”

“Finally there was a violent scene
—she denounced your tyranny and
you said things to your only child
that you should always regret. And
then s e determined to go away.
When she went out of your door
she had made up her mind never to
return—never to ask your help. It
was a foolish pride, of course, but
her heart was very Dbitter. Well,
she came to the big city confident
she could win a living. But the lit-
tle money she had — money glven
her by her dead mother — melted
L away and she even had to sell her
simple belongings and was very,
very poor."”

The old man softly groaned.

“And then she came to my sister.,”
He paused a moment, *‘Of course I
know that she Is not the only one
1 can fmagine her

The face of the tall young man who has suffered.
suddenly flushed. father sitting in his lonely home,
“Thank you, sir,”” he stammered. | burt in his pride, wounded in his
Late that afternocon Dunham | love, stunned and grieved, listening
Greer sent @ telegram to Richard | valnly for the light step he had
Druce at Weybourne. This was the learned to know so well. And it

must bave been much harder when

INEssnge:

“Clara has been found and is in | Christmas time approached, the
safe hands. Take train reaching | blessed Christmas time, and the
Grand Central at 1 o'clock, You | child, his only child—the child that

had been left him as a sacred trust
by the wife of hls youth—was not
there with dancing feet and laughing
eyes to give to the dull old house
the gquickening spirit of the day."”

The old man had been sitting very
still. Now he made a restless move-
ment.

“Don't,’ he murmured brokenly.

There was a brief silence,

“1f there could be a new under

well with them.

for fove and confidence—and that
looks to me Jike a very fair transac-

tign."
qﬁe old mui glared at hlm."'*‘
“Boy," he horrsely eried, “Ea;?f
you gte that 1 a.a huhgéring for a
sight of my child. Where is she?"
“"Here,” Dunham answered as the
car drew to the eurb.
H® tool the old man's arm a8
the¥ wenf up the great stone steps.
A servant opened the door and
took thelr hats and coats. Dunham
drew the old man into the parlor.

And then the lnner door opened,
and>gwo ladies came into the room
—and one wWas Lunham's sister and
one wi's the old man's daughter.
They wa, "¢ like an older and younger
sister, bea b garbed in white, and the
face of i ? Birl was beauatiful with
new fownd , "eppiness.

For a n ment they stood there
and then thiy old man suddenly held

out his arms
“Clara,” he'
There was &f

strange In his wols

goftly sald, *“'Clara."
mething new and
3 that puzzled the
v big, her heart

girl. Her eyes,givs,
beat fast,
“Clara."”
She sprang forwdrdl®,
“Father!” wnd him
Her loving arms were én un.g““;

ber sunny face was prépssd
his breast.

Dunham Greer Ughtly crokés.  gng

anding between this proud father
and this 1_}:73'!.101 gl the young man
went on more quickly, “all might be

it would an an
exchange of sympathy and tole#n%ﬁ

fhe 1ald her arn, lWvingly mcross
his shoulders.

“And now,”” she ead, “If our
guests are quite ready the Christ-
mas feast will be served.’

THE VISIT OF THE CHRIST JHILD,

(A Legend of the Black Fors t by
Ida Cole.)

Father is late tonight,” sald \ ge~
tel, wistfully, as she stood by the
small window, peering forth Into the
night.

Little Phillp crept to her wde,
atanding tiptoe tp peep outl,
“Schwann! Schwann!” the wiped
shrilly, pointing chubby a chubby
finger up at the large snow flakes
drifting agalnst hig sister's face,
“Yes, they are the falry awans,”
sald the sister. Then she closed the
wooden ghutter ana gathered the wee
boy to her motherly heart. She was
but 12 yearg of age, and her form was
already gtooplng with toil; still, there
was not a happler heart in the Black
Forest than that of QGretel, the foster
mother to five little brothers and &
little nplster, The mother of the
brood had died last Eastertide. The
father chopped wood and carted it to
the castle. And {L wae no secret that
the little family in the wood chop?
per's cottage wag hungry most of the
time. Gretel looked into the pot that
wag bubbling on the fire. Although
it was Christmas eve, the meal would
be the same, She wished, oh, how
sbe wished, that they might have
something aweet for the children that
night. Then ghe thought of the rose
that had bloomed just without the
door last year; a few roses would
look so nice in the center of the sup-
per table, but the severe weather
tad nipped the buds and the leaves
were brown. She washed Philip's
face until it shone.

“Those has roses, llebster,” she
whisered, and smiled cheerily agaln.
The door burst open and in dashed
the brothers, the little sister and the
father.

“Holla! I'm hungry as a Wwolt!"”
eried Carl

“I've & fine green branch for thee,
sister Gretel,” snid Rudolph.

“It's Christmas Eve!" whined Peter.
“As it Grete] does not know,”
broke In Minna, kissing her sister.
She divined what was In Gretel's
mind.

Ludwig lifted his father's ax and
placed it In the corner of the room,
He was already gharing some of the
labor and bore himself with an air of
superiority in the home.

The father was unusually silent,
He took his place at the head of the
table and the boys scrambled for
theirs on the long bench that ran
along the wall. Minna took Ilittle
Philip on her lap. How hungry were
the eyes of the boys, poor fellows;
“Eat glowly,” sald the father, wish.
ing to stretch the meal as far as
possible: “it ig bad for the stomach
to eat hastily.,” Then he fel] to tell-
ing some old tales to divert thelr
minds from their sharp appeiltes,
“And the cunning dwarf, what hap-
pened to him?" asked Pullip, breath-
lessly, when the story came to an
end,

At the gnme moment the latch was
lifted and g child entered, He was
about Philip's ake, and the thin
clothes were in tatters,

“I seek a night's shelter and food,”
he sald very sweetly.

Gretel rose and placed the boy on
her stool, A bowl was set before the
little guest.

Alas, there was naught in the pot!
Grete]l looked at the boys, and they,
poor fellows, broke thelr bread and
shared it with the stranger, Then
the mllk wag ghared, and the child ate
dalntly. The meal over, the boy
arose, and as he stood before them
his shabby garmenis changed to sil-

hig curly head.
“] thank ye for the good wll] and
generosity,” he sald, and his smlle
was full of divine love. Then he van-
Ished ke a vision.
The Christ Child! The Chrlst
Child!" cried the ¢bildren, clasping
thgﬁ pands, It {s the Holy Child!"
riglmas Day was <cold and clear.
The father propoeed that all of the
children, even Philip, should go to
%uix_;:q_h. Whep they opened the dgor
¥ wele a8 onished to see, blooming

Tailorsmade Suits for Less Than
Half Price

This Week’s Economies in the Wearing Apparel Salons

"$30.00 to $35.00 Suits at $15.00

We do not believe that you could find an equal value outside of this store. ,
A most distingunished assemblage.
Not undesirable cloths and styles and colors, but the cream of fashion.
*  Many of these suits have been in our store less than two weeks,
. Smart styles, chic fabrics and the finest of tailoring.
Various colors. ) ,

Fine Chinchilla Coats
$25.00 and $27.50 Values at one price, $16.50.
Handsome models of very latest designmegt. Made of finest quality Chinchilla,
The brown coats have large collars and cuffs of tan, the grey ones trimmed with
navy, the navy ones with brown or copenhagen. These coats represent the highest
degree of designment and tailoring.

Special Exhibition of Revillon Furs continues| for a few days

Blankets and Comfortables are Gifts

Just as acceptable today as in the days of our grandparents. In coming through all
these years they have increased in daintiness and possess a greater degree of
warmth with less weight. Advantageous buying is possible now because we have made

Two Very Special Purchases

Sample line of comfortables from R. Blankenburg, consisting of comfortables
of wool, down and cotton covered with silk, sateen and silkoline,.

$35.00 values at $19.00 and intermediate prices to $2.00 values at 98ec.

A large woolen factory in a small Pennsylvania town sold us 200 pairs of the old-
fashioned ‘‘Country Style’’ blankets, for the making of which this factory is very
famous. These [blankets constituted an overstock and were purchased at about

half price. ‘ ﬁ
All $4.50 Blankets are in this sale at $2.98 the pair.
These blankets are all white in11-4 size and have borders of pink or hlue.

Very serviceable and desirable, &

Our Big Winter Catalogue is Now Ready

Please Send for It, It's Free

Furniture, Rugs and Home Furnishing from the world’s greatest factories at de- *

partment store prices.
One of these catalogues should be in every home.

- THE G. M. McKELVEY COMPANY, .
Y oungstown, Ohio.

very white, and a halp shone around |

The Morning Plain Dealer
Farm and Home (V7°)
Xmas Package--201 Pieces . .

Sterling Silver Thimble. . .

ALL
-~ FOR

%) $3.00
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beslde the doorstone, a bush Wwith
beautitu! flowers, white g the snow
{iselt, and darg green follage. It
gréw on the §Pot wheré the child had
tood when he lifted the latch the
night before,  The father gath-
ered some of the flowers &and
placed them In the cracked jug, and
the children tended them faithfully,
glving fresh water every day, and
they lasted the winter through, But
the bush by the doorstone flourish-
ed for many years after.

Thig flower was the chrysanthem-
um which you all know so well, An
in the reglon of the Black Forest.
Germany, every family, rich or poor
allke, have a plenty of the Snow-
white chrysanthemums, wnich they
nurture with great care, in remems-
brance of the Christ ¢hlld who visit-
ed the poor family o many, many
yearg AgO.

Counted All He Had,

{Mss Snyder, & teacher in one ol the
gchools of the suburbs, was Urying
hard to make William Jackson un-
derstand how to add.

“Now, Willism, If 1 gave you four
pennies and your mother gave you
ope, how many would you have?"

“gix," replied the Youngster,

“No, William, not six."”

“Yes'm, six'

“No, William, how do you make it

sixt"
“(Jause | has one penny in my pock:

room Lo his sister and nodiedl ,
smiled.
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elaborate the statement by saying | 4'd0't like. One morning the little B0 1n and see the plgs snd fowls 1 belleve?® “Yes, just & year
that good housekeeping consists ip | WOke up with a very hoarse §irl | and the cows. Climb & fence now and |ags;  And he's doing so welll They
Ketting the things back in the right "Whoumldruu;" volos. | then and go fnto the flelds and look | ago: .d.rl'ullrhrnllhl'l
plsces, and easy housekeeping cqe- | %014, dear?” asked M"‘-’-’:‘w“&' at the crops or the cattle. I know of | pay Nk ‘:n:nhn.'-ummm- “In-
sists in baving places enough for the | it Was from eating that cold meat 5o place where there is more philo# | and ness ‘t's,very unusual. Perhaps
things. terday, mamma.* ".‘f""wﬂmawm You cau' | deed! Tin  ellent delivery that mets
m:r?:&r:m m:w:ﬁm thu s emolument.” wz
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All embossed,; beautifully
with Christmas Inscriptions—}
fng 11 of the pr
10 Small Cards, 3 by 1 inch;
ed deslgns and colors;

family to do up
Christmas celebration, *

pregent for any girl.

all four at once.

and four of your

=z » 't lﬂ' u-

p Bmall Tags an
Stamps and 144 bright and assorted gummed BSeals and Stickers,
their Christmas pac

Farm and Home doesn’t need

Just write us @ letter telling us that you want this blg combination and enclose $3.256—we'll send

* The regular single subscriptio
neighbors send together,

during the -extraordinary politica
tles better than the Plaln Dealer's.
fair to all issues and interests.

fdentically the same newspaper
with 8 or 10 scrawny pages, but

| Total $4.50) ¥
The Christmas Package Contains 201 Assorted Pieces

printed in colors, gold and silver on high quality white and col .
ust what ave]:ryone wants 9,3 Chrisunnsdtime. gy
ttlest Christmas and Hollday Post Cards, embossed and lithographed in gold ;
> 8 Medium Cards, 3'%x1% Inches; 6 Large Cards, 416x2% g:chea':ngf ﬁl:or:t;
16 different gummed Christmas
Thess 201 pleces are enough for & whole
kages and will add a world of brightness, life and cheer to your

The Thimble is genuine sterling Silver, and guaranteed not to tarish; will last for years, A useful

Also, very attractive club rates for the
Morning Plain Dealer alone.

n yearly raté for the Regular Morning Plain Dealer is $3.00
making a club of five yearly orders, we ,_wll{ nelidhni Fhen

5 for $2.75 each, saving on each 25¢

Or, If You Raise a Club of Ten (Wour own and Nine Others), we will send

10 for $2.50 each, saving on each 25¢

Or, If You Raise a Club of Fifteen (Your Own and Fourteen Others), we will send

15 for $2.25 each, saving on each 75¢

Or, if You Raise a Club of Twenty (Your _Own and Nineteen Others), we will send '
20 for $2.00 each. saving on each $1,00

Good citizenship demandg thiat you read a newspaper, such as the Plain Dealer, every day this winter,

| movements now in process, No newspaper In America has news faclli-
The Plain Dealer’s emblem is "Honesty,” and its edilorial practice (s
Furthermore, the Plain Dealer we send our outside-of-Cleveland readers is
we deliver {nside the city. Not a “Mail Edition,” not a “Country Hditlon,'
the same big mewspaper the city readers get,

ISN'T THI8 THE NEWSPAPER YOU WANT THIS YEAR?
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A greant big package contain-

d 2 Medium Tags, with strings;
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